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From the Editor Richard Black 


Yeah, yeah, yeah... what are you lookin' at? The ninth bitchin’ issue of Under the Volcano ! 

Corrections: Okay, okay, I know that last issue was kinda spastic as far as typos and such. Vapid pop dreamboy Bryan Adams spells his name this way... 
Darlene Y. Pineda is spelled this way... Paul Bento spells his name this way, and you can get his tape for $5 check or m.o. from Lee Greenfeld, c/o 
Soundviews Records, 96 Henry St„ Suite 5W, Brooklyn, NY 11201. Yeah, I know many quotation marks were backward and stuff... sorry, sorry, sorry... 

Stuff goin’ on: Sea Monster is releasing their first full length project, a CD entitled, Enduro, Bizarro, Intacta , featuring favorites like “Sex God Chant,' 
"Cowboys,” and “That’s All." To get your very own copy, send $12 (make checks payable to Ed Skinner) to: Sea Monster, POB 526, Freeport, NY 
11520. Also, get roaring drunk with some of us UTV folk at the Sea Monster Record Release Party on Sunday, August 9th at Continental Divide (25 3rd 
Ave. at St. Mark's), NYC. The party will be from 7pm to 10pm, and features CD, record, and sticker giveaways. Also, on Friday, August 14th, Sea Monster 
will be playing live at Industry in Island Park. Uke I said - let's get drunk!... Lee from Soundviews will be releasing a comp soon, featuring Laguna Moree, 
Vicious Beatniks, Skinnerbox NYC, Paul Bento, Lifehouse, and The Ancients. Watch for it... Framework is not dead, and are looking for new places 
to have shows - they are also releasing a Scapegrace EP, available for $3 from John Mahnken, POB 216, Port Jefferson Station, NY 11776. The 
Vicious Beatniks 7" is still available for $3 from Winged Disk Records, c/o Rich (me) POB 236, Nesconset, NY 11767. The Ultra 5 have merchandise 
available - send a SASE for details to: The Ultra 5, POB 1821, Murray Hill Station, New York, NY 10156-0610... Chase's industrial comp The Cyberflesh 
Conspiracy, is still available for $12 from Chase, 4545 Contour Blvd., #C, San Diego, CA 92115. 

Like our covers, right? Yeah, everybody and their mother loves our cover art. His name is Steve Sabella, he is obviously talented, and, for the right price, 
he may be able to help you with a record sleeve, ’zine cover, or whatever. Write to him c/o UTV. 

Yo, ’zines! Donny the Punk’s column is available for you! Write to him at Donny the Punk, 3147 Broadway #12A, New York, NY 10027. 

Ads: First of all, thanks to everyone who is advertising is this issue! Seriously, we need it, and thanks for coming through. We’re trying to make our 
beautiful rag better, and more pages mean more reviews, interviews, and all that. We are totally bogged down with material now - we’re trying do the 
right thing,” but we can’t get as much in as we’d like. Sorry, with sights on the future. 

Hey! - Read this too: Ad rates will not be printed in the inside cover any longer - consider it an experiment. Call me for ’em at 516/265-8227. An indie 
label or band can now get a total discount of almost 40% off normal (new) rates. Talk to me - I’m reasonable, and if I like ya, you might be happy with 
the prices. 

Quick thoughts and distant signals: Ed, I'm sorry I can’t get to Laguna Moree’s show tonight - Pete and I can't seem to hook up. It's 9 O’clock, July 
15th, and I'm telepathically saying “Sorry Ed, I wanted to come, sorry Ed, I wanted to come... “ Bummer... Apologies for the apparent mix-up in 
communications, J.T., know yer time is precious - possibly in the future?... For issue #10, we're hopefully gonna have Babyland and Cows... Okay, okay, 
Howard Stern is God (why not?)... As always, buy stuff from our advertisers - the people who put their money where their mouths are; they help on the 
financial end to keep this monstrosity going! (And are deeply appreciated). Write to the bands we review, tell yer friends about us, pass us around, use 
us like the sluts we are - YOU ARE GREAT READERS, AND PEOPLE ARE NOTICING ITI You make a difference... YOU! Get the picture? YOU! I would 
take one UTV reader over five readers of any other paper, the same way I'd prefer one person who I consider blood over five acquaintences. There is 
a very real power in your hands. Yeah - I gotta get relaxed. 

People who help: Siberia, Chromeomen, Danny McCue at the Island Ear, Bob Makin from The East Coast Rocker, Chase from KK, Vinny, Garden Variety, 
Sea Monster, Fractured Cylinder, our beloved (seriously) staff, Brian and Honey, who I will painfully miss, Sound Bite House, Rudy who told Mike about 
us, Bonehead, Perry, Steve, Susan, Ken Brown and friends, Sam, that guy from Shearson Lehman I heard about who orders from the bands, and all the 
poets, advertisers, artists, readers, etc. 

Thanx, may you get what you want... _ _ 
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Interview 


by Anthony Spagnolo 


Shudder To Think 


On June 18th I had the privilege to go and talk to a 
great up and coming band, Shudder To Think. I was 
a little nervous and very excited because, well, there 
I was, going to interview my favorite band. I sat 
down to talk to lead singer Craig Wedren, bassplayer 
Stuart Hill, and an unexpected guest. Here's what 
they had to say... AS 

UTV: I’m a little nervous because I like you guys a 
lot, so... 

Stuart Hill: [laughs] I like that better than when 
they hate us a lot. 

UTV: When did Shudder To Think first get 
started? 

SH: We first started in ’86, ’87 with me, Chris, 
Craig, and Mike. 

UTV: How did you get the name Shudder To 
Think? 

SH: That was Mike. Mike and I 
and Chris had been in this 
hardcore band, and we were 
doing this, like, hardcore song, 
and Mike was saying, “Oh, 

God, I shudder to think that it’s 
a hardcore song”... 

Craig Wendreu: I have a 
different recollection of what it 
was... 

SII: Well, what’s your 
recollection? 

CW: My recollection is that we 
were about to have our first 
show which was at D. C. Space, I 
and we were just talking about, > 

“Oh yeah, we have our first 
show, what are we gonna call 
ourselves?” and we didn’t know. % 

We kind of got on to the next 
subject, and we were in Chris’ 
car - but Mike was driving - 
that’s weird! And we were 
going to practice I think and we 
were just talking about, you know, just about us, 
and our music and stuff, and Mike was just like, “I 
shudder to think that we’re going to be like 
another oomba oomba ooomba [Craig simulates a 
hardcore beat] hardcore band. And we all went, 
“Awh, okay, we’ll use that name.” And then, by 
the time we decided we wanted to change it, it was 
too late. 

UTV: When did Dischord first get interested in you 
guys? 

SII: We did a single and an album with Sammich. 
We were basically paying for that, and so we did 
this demo of like four of the songs from Ten Spot 
and we gave it to Dischord, and I knew Ian; I grew 


up in the same neighborhood as him, and I gave 
him the tape, and they liked it... It was ’89, ’90. 
UTV: This is a question I know a lot of people 
want to know. What kind of music do you guys 
think you really are? What do you classify 
yourselves? 

CW: Lost... No idea. It used to be... well, I mean 
there’s probably never been a time, just ’cause 
you’re in the middle of it, it’s hard to hear what it 
sounds like, but as we go on and on, and our music 
becomes like, less and less hardcore, or 
psychedelic, or pop, or whatever, it’s just harder 
and harder. 

UTV: What are some of your influences? Dagnasty 
by any chance? 

CW: No. In fact. I’ve never listened to a Dagnasty 
record, except for the thing that John Brown sang 
on, that’s the only thing I’ve ever heard. Except for 



Stuart and Craig of Shudder To Think 

when we’ve played with them. And I’ve heard an 
occasional song, like, I’ve heard a song off their 
new record. 

UTV: So they’re definitely not an influence? 

CW: Certainly not with me. 

SH: Not with me. 

UTV: So what are your influences? 

SII: I don’t remember. 

CW: Again, it’s like the further we go, and the 
older we get, the more different kinds of music we 
try to listen to, so everything kinda seeps in and 
gets shat out somehow. But probably in the 
beginning, the only common influence we had was 
like, X, The Replacements... 


SII: D. C. hardcore... 

CW: Except that I had never lived in D. C., so I 
really had never heard that stuff - which is 
probably why my voice came from such a different 
angle. 

UTV: Where are you originally from? 

CW: Cleveland, Ohio, and so all I had was college 
radio, so I had like the whole spectrum of like 
alternative rock, MOR rock, and Top 40 rock, and 
then like funk and disco and stuff. So when I got 
to D. C., I was like, “What is this D. C. scene?”... 
UTV: Do you guys experiment with hallucinogenic 
drugs while writing lyrics? 

CW: Never. I took drugs I think two times when 
we performed, and it was awful. 

UTV: How about when you’re writing songs, 
because your songs are really like, strange. 

CW: I don’t think I’ve ever written anything on 
hallucinogenic drugs. When I 
was first in college in 1987 
I would trip occasionally, and I 
really enjoyed it a lot - it just 
like, “fit” just my artistic sense. 
It just kind of fit it like a puzzle 
piece. It was like “This is 
perfect! This is exactly like, 
kind of like, an extension of 
how I like to feel when things 
are really cool and weird when 
I’m sober; but then, after 
awhile, probably after a year 
and a half or so, it just got 
harder and harder on my body, 
and the more I went through 
school, because a lot of the 
training that I had in college 
was like an experimental 
performance program at NYU 
actually, a lot of the training I 
had there was so kind of, mind 
expanding in a way, and broke 
down so many solid things that 
I took to be solid, definite and finite... the stuff I 
was learning in school broke down so much of 
that... I think sober life got more and more kind of 
trippy, so that whenever I would take drugs to this 
day, it becomes like this like, awful, empty kind of 
chasm, like, lonely... [laughs] oh, I don’t know, it’s 
a horrible feeling! It’s terrible, and even then, I 
would never use it as a source of inspiration; 
everything I ever did on drugs was shit when I was 
sober. 

UTV: How do you feel about your listeners 
experiencing drugs? Is it a plus? 

CW: Oh, do I feel like it’s a plus if people listening 
are on drugs? 
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UTV: Yeah. 

CW: If they’re having a good drug experience! 
[laughs] But if they’re having a lousy time, it 
probably really sucks. 

UTV: You wrote “Red House” right? 

CW: Yeah, I did that. 

UTV: Well, could you explain it to me? 

CW: Oh, the lyrics? 

UTV: Yeah, because, you know, “I could 
overdose...” We figured the drugs were definitely 
a big part in the band. 

CW: See, the thing is, no, really now, we’re so 
comparatively straight that particularly the more 
we tour I don’t even drink, I don’t do drugs. That’s 
because I’m so concerned about my voice. But like, 
“Red House” we made up right before our 
European tour two years ago, so I had like this 
vocal melody. It was like a really simple song 
almost like fucking like Fleetwood Mac or 
whatever, and we were like “Hey, we have a really 
good melody here!” or 
whatever, and the vocal 
melody just kinda popped 
out, and we said “It’s such a 
catchy song, we can’t just 
bury it.” But I didn’t have 
any lyrics for it the whole 
summer, and we toured, and 
so I would do different 
lyrics for it every single 
night, and finally we 
recorded it, and I still didn’t 
have any lyrics, because it’s 
very, very hard to work and 
create on tour. So then 
finally, the day we recorded 
it was at the end of the 
tour, in England, and I was 
like, “Ooh, I’d better really 
focus here, and make 
something up that works,“ 
and so I took a couple 
takes, and that was just 
what popped out... I was 
gonna go back and change 
it, because there’s all these 
little drug references, and 
people are gonna think it’s 
like this drug song or something, but it totally isn’t. 
Those moments in the song just happened to be 
what came out of my mouth. The song has nothing 
to do with anything - it’s just a big ramble. 

UTV: Does the same go for “Ride That Sexy 
Horse”? 

CW: No, “Ride That Sexy Horse” was something 
that I totally took a long time to write. 

It doesn’t like, mean anything per se, it’s just like, 
because on that record I didn’t have time to write 
many lyrics, there’s only a couple of songs that I 
felt proud of the lyrics about. So I figured that I 
should get down on it and do something , because 
I really like writing, and I think that most people 
don’t take advantage of that avenue in music. So, 
I wanted to do at least something I felt good 
about, prose-wise, on Funeral At The Movies. So I 
just wrote “Ride That Sexy Horse” when I was 
like, “We’ll figure put some, like, improv thing 
over it.” 


UTV: It definitely worked! 

CW: That’s good. I don’t know [laughs] how much 
it works. 

UTV: I think so. It’s really different. 

CW: That’s good. We’ve hopefully gotten a lot 
better at it. We’ve been experimenting a lot more 
with improv live and stuff now, trying to keep 
things exciting. 

UTV: You seem to be really sensitive. That’s that 
help you write lyrics? 

CW: Well, yes, but it also makes me so 
hypercritical. I mean, it takes me so long; well, 
sometimes lyrics pop out. Sometimes they just 
come out organically, like if I’m writing a song on 
guitar, I’ll get these certain [hums] vowels that go 
with the melody, and they’ll become words, and I’ll 
use those. But usually I have a vocal line and a 
vocal rhythmic structure that I just write, and 
write, and write... 

Sensitve? I don’t know, it depends where your 


ffipw 



Stuart, Craig, Adam, and grapes. 

tastes are. A lot of people think it’s really like 
wimpy, and use the word fay a lot. I guess it helps 
-1 like it. 

UTV: What’s the reason for Chris leaving the 
band? 

CW: Chris is studying Anthropology at Columbia 
University, and got like a full scholarship like plus 
extra stipend money, plus a place to live for him 
and his girlfriend. He just knew he didn’t want to 
play music for the rest of his life, and figured that 
since he had this opportunity now, he would take 
advantage of it. It was unfortunately at the same 
time that we decided we needed to do this full¬ 
time, so basically, he had to make a choice, and he 
was thinking of the long term. 

UTV: And now you have Adam from Jawbox as 
the new drummer, right? And Mike left to become 
a math teacher? 

CW: Actually, Mike is still playing with us. 

UTV: Yeah, he’s gonna be playing with you this 


weekend, right? [Last show in the NMS -ed.J 
CW: Yeah, he’s going to be playing with us this 
weekend, and the 28th is our last show with him. 
And then, we’re gonna try to work with Adam and 
see what the new stuff sounds like, and if it’s good, 
we’ll keep going, and if not, we’ll figure out what 
the fuck to do... Mike has a hang up - he doesn’t 
feel he’s like a bom drummer, so he think’s he 
needs to jump ship because he’s turning thirty and 
he has obligations, like domestic obligations to his 
girlfriend/fiance... So it’s all that 
UTV: So Adam is going to be the official new 
drummer most likely, as of now? 

CW: Yeah. 

UTV: [To Adam, who’s been present the whole 
time] Is Jawbox upset that you’re leaving? 

Adam Wade: I don’t think so; I wouldn’t know that 
anyway. We didn’t really talk about it. All I did 
was quit... they have a new drummer... 

UTV: Oh, they have a new drummer already. But 
you recorded the album 
with them, right? 

AW: Yeah. 

UTV: Are they [Jawbox] 
upset with you guys? 
Because you guys toured 
with them... 

CW: I would say that there 
is probably latent... feelings, 
but they haven’t been 
confronted, or if they ever 
will be. 

AW: I don’t think that it’s 
that big a deal - I really 
don’t think that they’re that 
sore about it. I mean, that’s 
a whole other story. I really 
don’t think it’s that bad, no 
one hates anybody... 

UTV: Good, ’cause we were 
concerned because we like 
Jawbox, me and my friends, 
and we were like, “ Oh, no, 
what’s gonna happen to 
Jawbox, are they gonna 
disappear...” 

CW: No, no, they’re still 
going strong. 

UTV: Excellent, excellent. Do you feel that the 
new band members will make a change in the 
music? 

CW: I hope so. It would be a shame if we were 
trying to imitate ourselves. The music has changed 
with every album, and hopefully it will continue in 
an organic way, and if we like it, then we’ll keep 
doing it. 

UTV: Who’s the new guitarist? 

CW: Mason Morrison. He used to play bass in 
Swizz. 

UTV: Where do you see yourselves three years 
down the line from now? 

SIB We don’t [laughs]. 

CW: It’s just impossible. We don’t even think 
about that... basically, we still really enjoy playing 
our music, and we haven’t lost the freshness of 
writing new music and kind of experimenting with 
new stuff, and until that happens we’re just gonna 
keep doing it, you know? ■ 
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Profile 


by Richard Black 


“It’s always been my favorite number, but the 
real reason I guess is four sort of standing for the 
four seasons, and nature, and even beyond that, 
the universe; which is sort of what I believe in as 
far any sort of spiritual energy - it’s definitely 
universal.” 

Hans Schiller is explaining the choice of a band 
name to me. Along with Peter Ziegelmeier, the 
duo is known as the techno assault unit KodelV. 
They have just released a second album, Insane, on 
KK Records. 

Because of the rather spiritual tone of the 
answer, I inquire as to whether I Ians follows 
Wicca. 

“No, no I’m not. I just believe that I’ve lived 
many lives, and that my spirit has been around 
for a long time. I really feel that the four 
stands for the knowledge, or that eternal wheel 
spinning in the universe, which is my spirit, or 
the spirit of mankind, so to speak.” 

Neither one of us is too sure, but Ilans and I 
discuss the possibility that Code 4 in police 
terms may mean someone has been murdered. 

“Also, death means birth of something else 
in some cases. In Autumn, for example, 
pertaining to the four seasons, you know that 
Winter’s coming, but then Springtime, 
everything lives again.” 

Ilmni. Yes, we have a very spiritual person 
here. But how did he get involved with 
electronic music in the first place? 

“The very first time for me was when I 
walked into my first discotheque. I was fifteen 
years old - this is in Montreal, at a discotheque 
called The Limelight... I was with my older sister, 
and I was totally under age, but they don’t care up 
there. A song by Gcorgio Moroder, “From Here 
To Eternity” was playing, and it was my first time 
I had ever seen people dancing to electronic music 
- and the energy! In fact, there was so much 
energy that... the floor was physically going up and 
down to the beat from everyone dancing. My mind 
was totally blown, and I bought that record, and I 
used to play it for hours and hours and sit in front 
of the speakers. It just seemed so futuristic, ’cause, 
you know, that was about ’79 or ’80... then I got 
turned on to Kraftwerk, and then I started to 
smoke pot once in a while, my first mind opening 
experience, and became a DJ at sixteen years old, 
in The Limelight actually. I’m not saying that I was 
heavily into drugs, I’m not, but that’s the first 
experience I had also with like, smoking pot. It was 
so influential that I started to work with electronic 
music as a DJ.” 

In the early eighties, Hans moved to San 
Francisco to study electronic music at the San 


Kode IV 


Francisco State University. He wasn’t thrilled with 
the classes, so he bought his own synth and taught 
himself. In ’86, he released a solo album titled 
Kozmonaut. In addition to Kratwerk, Die Warzau, 
Front 242, Nitzer Ebb and early Art Of Noise were 
all influential to what would be the Kode IV 
sound. Greater Than One is a band whose 
evolution has been interesting for I Ians to watch as 
well. 

“Our newer work, though, is going to be more 
of an industrial edge, with taste of techno. As far 
as that “Insane” and “Hollywood” 12” that we did. 



I don’t think that we’re going to do anything quite 
so techno sounding.” 

Will they cut up metal and all that neat stuff? 

“Well, we did some of that on our first album 
(Possessed)... it’s actually very much more industrial 
than this album... most people were kinda shocked 
when they heard that we sort of went more techno. 
I love the sound of some of that metal stuff. In 
fact, a remix of “Accelerate” we’re working on for 
our new 12”, the snare is like taking a 
sledgehammer and hitting it on a metal thing, 
we’re gonna get tough again, but we’re gonna keep 
that techno sound.” 

After I Ians did a demo and shopped it to labels, 
Carlos Piron, formerly of the band Yello, showed 
interest in wanting to do a 12" for his fledgling 
Eisenberg label. Peter Ziegelmeier, a friend of 
Piron’s, heard the demo before a trip to the slates, 
and got Hans’ number. Once in San Francisco, 
Peter hooked up with Hans, and Kode IV was 
born months later; the pair chose to sign with KK 
Records because of the label’s previous experience 
with bands like Vomito Negro and Frontline 
Assembly. 


“We just felt it was more up our alley, they 
were based in Belgium, and our sort of‘idol’ band. 
Front 242, was based out of Belgium as well. 
ITiere was a lot of good stuff coming out of there, 
so we went with the experience, and started with 
KK, because Eisenberg hadn’t even put anything 
out at that time. It was a brand new label... We’ve 
never regretted making our choice with KK.” 

Hans having studied film as well, Kode IV 
intends to incorporate video into the live show. 
Sometime after January, the band intends to tour 
the US, and Europe for the second time when 
their third album is released next year. 

Because Kode IV use sampled phrases more 
often than traditional lyrics, I ask which comes 
first - samples or song concept. 

“When there’s gonna be vocals in it anyway, 
I think of the concept of what the message is; 
then, for me, the melodies and basslines, they 
come afterward - it’s never really a problem to 
find a bassline, or a good drumbeat to go along 
i with something. I hear the words first; the 
message is really important to Peter and I - 
even if it’s subliminal, like in “Hollywood.” 

Iliere’s always an undertow message, and 
I sometimes it might even be sort of done in a 
| humorous way, but with a serious undertow to 
it, if you really were to look at it. We think of 
the message, and then start to hear cool 
samples that would go with it... that’s my 
approach mostly, but what Peter does... he has 
I his own studio at home so, he more approaches 
it from doing the drum tracks and the synthesizer, 
and then he’ll put a sample in. Hither way, I mean, 
it’s not hard if you have a really cool beat and 
synthesizer lines to find samples that go with it - 
but I more like to start with knowing what the 
message and song is gonna be first, because, then 
for me, that’s the fun part... once you have the 
message down, it’s kind of more fun to approach 
it from then, starting to put the beat under it and 
everything.” 

Although he appreciates some facets of 
Buddhism, Hans doesn’t like organized religion; 
the song “Disobey” is about meaningless ritual that 
merely confuses the path to the already 
incomprehensible spiritual truth. He is toying with 
the idea of dressing like a priest and serving ITie 
Host while performing “Disobey” live. 

“...if when we’re dead and gone in fifty years or 
whatever, and some kids listen to our stuff or 
whatever... they might think, ‘Geez, those guys 
were really trying to give a message, or they were 
saying something,' you know ? I don’t want to leave 
just knowing that I said,‘Huh, huh, honey, baby, 
baby, I love you.’” Me neither. ® 
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Controlled Bleeding 
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Controlled HI ceding have 
been around for nearly a 
decade, and have released 
their latest album. 
Penetration on Ibird 
Mind. Very little (exeept 
maybe sex) can compare 
to the experience of one 
of their live shows. 
Knowing I was gonna 
catch 'em at the 
Palladium during the 
NMS, I stole Kowalski's 
camera, and got these 
pies. Controlled Bleeding 
is (clockwise from left): 
Joe Papa, Chris Moriarity, 
and Paul Pemos.-RH 
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Punk Report by Donny the Punk 


New York’s Legendary Punk Clubs 


In the beginning, God (in the form of Hilly Kristal) created CBGB- 
OMFUG on New York City’s most disreputable street (never mind that in the 
1890s it was the most fashionable entertainment district), the Bowery. CBGB’s 
was a true dive and a Fitting place for punk to be born (the Ramones started 
playing there at the end of 1974). It was the holy of holies for punk rock for 
well over a decade, a place where miracles took place, musicians were 
elevated to sainthood, legends were born, etc. etc. I could Fill up a whole 
column just listing the legendary bands and musicians who played there! 
Cheap beer and cheap admission along with an anything-goes atmosphere 
made it a heaven for 70s punk rockers. Drugs were everywhere. You had to 
crawl across the stage to get to the bathroom and never knew what you’d Find 
when you stumbled into it, often an orgy in progress. Hilly was not just a 
money-grubbing capitalist, no, he also managed bands like the Dead Boys 
(r.i.p.) and knew all the ins and outs of the punk scene. Fans took off all their 
clothes and Stiv Bators got a blowjob on stage; nobody objected. A couple 
vinyl survivors are the double-LP Live at CBGB and Night of the Living Dead 
Boys. 

But nothing so good can last forever. Around 1978 punk was getting 
trendy, and jet-setters would fly into town, ask what was new and exciting, and 
be told: go to this club on the Bowery. So they flocked to CBGB’s, and 
following the laws of supply and demand, door prices soared till they reached 
the stratospheric level of $10 (that’s probably over $20 in today’s inflated 
dollars). So capitalism doth make paupers of us all. The natural result was 
that the punx went elsewhere. 

Mainly to Pete Crowley’s Max’ Kansas City, on Park Avenue South at 17th 
St., from ’76 on a competitor and then a worthy successor to CBGB’s glory, 
its sound preserved on the Heartbreakers’ Live at Max LP. Bands played 
upstairs and ate at the restaurant downstairs. Other clubs proliferated when 
the punks stopped going to CB’s: the Mudd Club, Hurrah’s, Trax, Tier 3: 
these places attracted a lot of “new wave” trendies and rich kids, but Max’ 
was the real punk hangout. 

All these clubs were run to make money, and that is an existential dilemma 
for punx, who have none. In some ways, the best club of all at the end of the 
70s was Studio 10, run by the anarchist Yippies at 10 Bleecker Street a 
pebble’s throw from CB’s. Admission was $3, the audience practically sur¬ 
rounded the stage, the Yips handed out free marijuana and sold Heineken for 
50e a bottle, you could sleep over if you didn’t want to go back to Long Island 
at 4 a.m., and best of all, a huge balcony was furnished with nothing but an 
enormous mattress, where you could fuck up a storm while watching a band 
play 20 feet away. Studio 10’s vinyl monument is a recording released by 
Mykel Board’s original band Art in which you can hear the band getting 
booted off the stage in a moment of ironic triumph. 

As Max* and Studio 10 died and hardcore came in around 1981, salvation 
took the form of a little club called A7, owned by Dave Gibson, at the corner 
of Avenue A and E. 7th St. A7 was originally a tiny after-hours bar which 
allowed punx (led by Stephen of the False Prophets) to book all-ages, all- 
hours, 10-bands-for-$5 marathons and wasn’t out to make money off these 
shows. Most of the kids didn’t even drink! You could hang out there as long 
as you liked. The band Ism even recorded a song about it, “A7.” Alas, i can’t 
personally testify to A7’s legendary greatness, since i was in prison during the 
six months it was going in 1981. 

The trendies having stopped coming to CBGB’s, Hilly opened up the club 
to hardcore matinees in 80-81, and they became a $5-$7 feature every Sunday 
for most of the 80s. For punx, tho the evenings at CB’s were lost to new 
wavers except for occasional punk shows, the matinees brought a renaissance 
of the CBGB’s magic, aided by the best club sound system in America. I don’t 
think anything can match the sheer fury of an Agnostic Front show with 500+ 
kids moshing in a space built for 150 barflies! There were problems, mainly 
Fighting and occasional bully bouncers (the Hells Angels were brought in a 
couple times to restore a semblance of order). Hilly got less and less involved 
and turned control of the matinees over to his wife, Karen, who specialized 
in prohibitions and gradually tightened the rules. This was largely in response 
to lawsuits by parents of kids injured during slamming or Fights. By 1986, 
metal influences were strong, strict carding was in effect, a girl would get 
thrown out for taking a bra off, the rent was soaring, beer was expensive, and 
money was ruling more and more. Several times Hilly ended the matinees 


because of the violence (most of it actually in front of the club rather than 
inside), only to resume a few months later. After one lawsuit, even stage¬ 
diving was banned. But the end of the CB’s matinee came in November 1989, 
leaving numerous recordings to posterity. It’s worth taking a look at the club 
today just to soak up the history of the place, and punx have found the next- 
door pizza bar to their liking, but punk shows there are few and far between. 

There were other clubs in the heyday of hardcore: Irving Plaza, looking like 
nothing so much as a high school gym, run by Polish war veterans; Danceteria; 
the old Peppermint Lounge (Sunday nite hardcore shows with 3 bands for $5 
at W. 45th St.); Great Gildersleeves, a big place adjacent to CB’s doing 
hardcore shows in ’83-’84; Tin Pan Alley, a small bar at W. 52nd St. run by 
a radical lady named Maggie who used it to subsidize experimental and 
politically radical bands, paying them a flat fee of $2(30 per nite and charging 
absolutely nothing to get in. Tin Pan was where if you were lucky enuf to hear 
about it you could go see the Butthole Surfers play for 2 straight hours, for 
free. Club policy was never to advertise. Its closing in ’88 was a major loss. 

The old Rock Hotel on Jane Street was the biggest of all the clubs, doing 
Saturday nite shows for 800 punx in a neat spot for $5 at First in 1984, 
bringing in the best of the touring bands and putting a bunch of headliners on 
a single bill, with dancing after the bands continuing til 5 or 6 a.m.. Unfortu¬ 
nately the owner, Chris Williamson, was really a money-grubbing metalhead, 
so when the old joint closed he started renting out the Ritz and became 
another exploiter with storm troopers for bouncers; most punx wished him a 
speedy trip to hell. 

Now let me tell you about ABC No Rio, at 156 Rivington Street just above 
Delancey. In the latter 80s Bob Z used to put on “punkture” shows there. 1 
lived a couple blocks away in ’87 when i went to a show where 3 bands from 
punk’s art/experimental/noise wing were deliberately trying to clear out the 
audience. They were making progress in that direction but were still a ways 
from their goal when suddenly shots rang out; a disputed drug deal upstairs 
was the reason, but the sound of gunFire was certainly more effective than the 
punkture bands in emptying the club. 

Well, ABC came back in late 1989 under the guidance of Mike Bullshit 
(now departed for Texas), and it’s still going strong (as this is written in early 
July 92) as a punk-run club with Saturday matinees from around 4 to 8 pan., 
3 or 4 bands for $5; all-ages, of course. Neil does the bookings, which vary 
greatly in quality. Upstairs is an art gallery where kids sell records and zincs 
and Food Not Bombs sells food not bombs, usually cold pasta and brownies; 
a great conversation-place. There’s a backyard with occasional bar-b-ques and 
an American flag pissing wall (feminists can complain til doomsday but this 
is one pleasure reserved for boys). Downstairs is where the bands play. You 
can bring in your own beer and go nude if you want; it’s punk-run by an 
informal collective and has very few rules: no bottles or smoking downstairs, 
no Fighting (almost never broken), no racist, sexist, or homophobic bands. A 
great and very friendly place. Its main problem is that most of the bigger 
touring bands won’t play there, since they can’t make much money. 

The artistic group which has charge of the space and lets the punks do our 
thing on Saturdays does other shit like poetry readings and art happenings on 
other days. For years they’ve been in a legal Fight with the City of New York, 
which of course is trying to throw us all out and turn the place over to the 
cobwebs. For all i know, by the time this is printed the place will have been 
closed. So check it out while you have a chance! To Find out who’s playing 
there (and at many other venues in the metro area), just call (212) OPEC-SID 
at any hour, Glenn (my worthy successor as the Voice of Sid) changes the 3- 
minute tape on Thursdays and Mondays. 

And after ABC? Who knows; all i can say is that the punk energy 
continues and so far has always found another place to gather. On to 
Brooklyn? 

To support ABC in its Fight for survival against the city government, write 
to: Felice Michctti, Commissioner, IIPD, 100 Gold St. New York, NY 10038 
212/978-6100 

Zines interested in running Donny's column are encouraged to write: 

Donny the Punk, 3147 Broadway #12A, New York, NY 10027. 
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Special Report 


Drunk In New York 

-or - 

New Music Nights 

Yeah, we figured we’d try something different this time, since we were going 
to the Seminar shows anyway. The following is the experience from three 
different points of view. Issue #10 will have the normal performances section 
again. -RB 

Rich 

June 17 

Yeah, I have to work at my day job, so I’m gonna be able to get into 
Manhattan for only two nights of music and drunken fun. Spag (a.k.a. 
Anthony Spagnolo) and I catch the train and make our way to CBGB’s to 
get our Seminar wristbands and meet ace reporter Joe Kowalski; I’m worried 
because we had minor problems with our registration and confirmation cards. 
No problems though, as we get our bracelets easily. 

I see Joe Kowalski walking toward us. Joe, who was looking forward to 
the Guitarrorists show at CB’s Gallery, is pissed off that it’s canceled. Oh 
well - Spag and I are going to The Ritz to see Bark Market, Cop Shoot Cop, 
and KMFDM, so Joe does too. 

Lee from Soundviews magazine is supposed to be at The Ritz for the rap 
show, so we go in looking for him while Main Source is on. Four bucks a 
beer?! It’s gonna be hard to get Lee drunk on the cash I have with me. Well, 
I don’t find Lee anyhow, and we have to go back in after The Ritz empties 
after the rap show. 

We go back in, sit cross-legged on the floor and watch videos of Severed 
Heads, Revco, and a host of other “industrial” bands. Bark Market comes on 
with a bit of noise. 

At their best, Bark Market sound like a pop Godflesh, and a pit quickly 
materializes. It was a friendly crowd, so Spag and myself occasionally jump 
in. Spag finds a wallet, which he gives back to the owner. Spag later sees 
money on the floor, and with one fluid motion, gets it from the floor into his 
pocket. Sheer genius. 

Being a virgin to Cop Shoot Cop except for hearing their new album 
White Noise, I’m excited about seeing them. They were okay, but in too good 
a mood that night to be as intense as I’ve heard they are. Good metallic 
percussion, their signature stop/start double bass rhythm, and selections from 
White Noise were high points. Spag buys me a beer with the money he found. 

KMFDM open with something off of Money , and the crowd goes wild. 
The flying bodies are nonstop through the set, which is almost all new 
material, and includes a version of U2’s “Mysterious Ways.” We leave, and 
walking back to Penn via 42nd St., we pull these two scared girls (who were 
at KMFDM) away from a pimp(?), who already had one of them in a 
headlock. Really. 

June 18 

I was looking forward to today - a Shudder To Think interview, and then 
Controlled Bleeding at The Palladium! Shudder To Think were very nice, and 
Spag chatted with Craig, Stuart, and Adam. We drank Foster’s in Union 
Square before the show. 

I remember this guy panhandling outside The Palladium - he was funny, 
and trying to get us laid (he claimed), so we gave till it hurt. Yeah, we’re 
philanthropists. Inside, we got blind drunk through Crash, who I found 
likable. Next up was Emergency Broadcast Network, who surprised everyone 
with a great sound, videos galore, and a bullhorn. Amazing. So amazing that 
I went through several channels to successfully get their number. While the 
next band was on, I was obnoxious to some guys from MTV who were 
interviewing people. 

Controlled Bleeding are a great live band; it’s like watching a riot on 
stage. Skin Chamber material and stuff from the new release, Penetration 
were included in the set. Paul Lemos and Chris Moriarity fight a lot and 
throw each other around. Hey, I was hoping for the ear splitting finale I 
hoped would come... and it did! While Chris worked on a fifty gallon drum 
with a sawz-all, Paul, visibly injured, plopped a car hood on stage, and 
proceeded to grind it, showering sparks, while Bob, the second guitarist, 


smashed his instrument to pieces - if they keep doing shows like this, I see 
bigger things... 

Spag 

June 17 

I received my complimentary New Music Nights pass at CBGB’s with 
Rich, and hung out for Kowalski. Joe arrived, and off to The Ritz we went 
for “The Big Twilight Rap Show” with Nardo Ranks, Spice 1, Das-EFX, Yo 
Yo, House Of Pain, Kool G Rap, DJ Polo, and headlining Mainsource. This 
would have been really cool to see,.but we got there a tad too late. I saw 
Mainsource fakin’ the funk, and that’s it - shit happens. To the deli for some 
Olde English. 

Up next that night was Bark Market, Cop Shoot Cop, and KMFDM. Sorry 
industrial fans, but the show sucked balls. The only highlight of the night was 
the rolled up $16 I found. Bark Market was probably the best - Cop Shoot 
Cop weren’t impressive. I like KMFDM and own four of their albums, but 
live they did nothing for me. I wish I had gone to the hardcore show at The 
Palladium with Warzone, Functional Idiots, The Radicts, Lunachicks, 
Leeway, Nuclear assault, Murphy’s Law, and Agnostic Front. At least there 
was a riot and some exciting violence! 

June 18 

I was prepared for the big Shudder To Think interview today. What a 
great bunch of guys! Talking to them was the coolest thing I did since the 
last time I saw them at Maxwell’s. 

After the interview, Mr. Black and I went over to Union Square Park with 
four cans of Foster’s. While we drank, we watched dogs fuck. Exciting, isn’t 
it? Time to go to The Palladium for yes, another industrial show with Crash, 
Emergency Broadcast Network, Sister Machine Gun, Controlled Bleeding, 
and Die Krupps. I thought I was in for the same crap as the night before, 
and by the time Crash came on, I was thinking “Same shit, different club.” 

But then, Emergency Broadcast Network (from Rhode Island!) appeared 
on stage with TV sets, podium, cameras, guns, crazy looking DJ tables, and 
the American flag. They were brilliant - it looked like there was an election! 
The lead singer played the role of president, while a general marched/danced 
off to the side. The band was very exciting live, using lots of video, and there 
were musically as political as Consolidated. Everyone should go see them. 

Up next was Sister Machine Gun, a bunch of Nine Inch Nails wannabees. 
They sucked, and should be shot for not going to the UTV party at Siberia 
like they were supposed to. 

Time for the main attraction, Controlled Bleeding, a noisy band from 
Long Island. These guys looked like they were having fun, and I was a bit 
erect myself. Their set was so noisy it would kill small animals, and they even 
did a few Skin Chamber (side project) tunes. I liked the way Paul and Chris 
fucked with each other on stage, and the lack of concern over a broken 
guitar string made me laugh. 

With the set ending, they busted up the drums and each other. Paul 
Lemos then dragged his injured body off to the side, and returned with the 
hood of a car, slamming it down onto the stage, where the guitarist smashed 
his guitar on the hood. Someone else banged a pipe on a steel oil drum. 
Noise is sweet, but not as sweet as the sound power tools made as Controlled 
Bleeding starting using them on scrap metal; Paul’s grinder on a car hood 
makes a beautiful sound! This ended up to be a cool show, so we left before 
Die Krupps. 

June 19 

I went to Long Island’s own Siberia to celebrate at the UTV industrial 
party with Chromeomen and Fractured Cylinder. I was all industrialized out. 
“No more!” I said to myself. 

June 20 

Saturday the 20th, I just got real shitfaced on Vodka, and rolled over to 
The Academy to see a relaxing Pale Saints, The Levellers, and Ride. Sorry, 
I was piss drunk, and missed the first two acts. I also kinda ended up missing 
Ride ’cause I was half asleep on steps in the back, were good friend Tarah 
M. O’Brien told me how great they were and how wet she was because they 
played her favorite song. Since it was early, I wasn’t going home thanks to 
three sexy young birds who decided to drag my drunk ass to The Limelight. 
Just remember, it’s Saturday, night of guidos and house music - what a bad 
thing for me to be a part of - I hate guidos! Best part was my buddy Marty 
was there to buy my broke ass a few beers. 
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June 21 

It was now the day I was waiting for; off to Wetlands to see Dharma 
Bums, Highbacked Chairs, The Dead Milkmen, and the amazing Shudder To 
Think. Highbacked Chairs, from DC were the opening act. They were great, 
and had one of the best drummers on the kit, Jeff Nelson of Minor Threat. 
They were pop and seemed to be influenced very much by Senator Flux. 

Now, dear UTV readers, Shudder To Think is the only band I would have 
spent my hard grubbed money on. This band is, in my eyes, the best band on 
the Dischord label since Minor Threat. What bad things can I say when I 
love them so much? Powerful and melodic was the way it was. I danced till 
the end of “Day Ditty,” a groovy, soothing tune off the EP Funeral At The 
Movies. I decided to leave after Shudder, and went to “Lord Michael’s 
Future Shock” at The Palladium. One problem - the closing night rave was 
not happening; it was called off and no one knew. I waited for two hours for 
the doors to open, but shit happens, so I ate pizza, and the seminar ended 
on a bad note. 

Since it was free, I’d do it any night, any time. I won’t complain - I did 
more in one week than the average jobless person does in a month. Thanks 
for the free pass. -AS 

Joe Kowalski 

June 17 

When I found out I was getting a free pass to the New Music Nights 
Festival, at first I was quite ecstatic about the whole deal. That was when it 
finally hit me - am I once again going to have to deal with the address and 
phone number exchanging tourist brigade discussing the day’s events at the 
ever so dull and insignificant New Music Seminar? Will the shows I want to 
see at the designated clubs be overcrowded with these tourists by money 
hungry club owners out to make a buck while not giving a shit about the 
comfort or safety of people in attendance? 

Surprisingly enough, everything seemed pretty cool, with the exception of 
Wednesday night, beginning with the trip into Manhattan to pick up my 
admission bracelet. You should have seen this thing - fucking dayglo green. 
Yuck! Then I was told I couldn’t take the damn thing off until the end of the 
festival, which ended on Sunday. Double bummer. Oh well, I was just going 
to have to get drunk and bear it a few days. 

Since I had to pick up the ugly bracelet at CBGB’s Gallery, I figured it 
would be best to stick around for The 

Guitarrorist show sponsored by No. 6 Records, to be held at the Gallery. 
This show would’ve featured some better known musicians in the under¬ 
ground scene performing solo, but unfortunately the show was canceled, and 
once again my head was stuck up my ass; so Rich Black, Spag and I decided 
to go to the industrial show at The Ritz, featuring Bark Market, Cop Shoot 
Cop, and KMFDM. Needless to say, it was one of the lamest shows I’ve been 
to. Bark market was mediocre. Cop Shoot Cop weren’t as violent and heavy 
as they usually are, and KMFDM was an annoying industrial dance band with 
two heavy metal guitarists playing the same riffs over and over again. Total 
bullshit. 

The next morning I woke up with one nasty case of tinnitus. My head felt 
like the Liberty Bell, ringing and cracked. If there was any consolation for my 
pathetic existence, it would be the C/Z Records showcase being held at 
Wetlands Preserve on Hudson Street. Feeling more sober after Wednesday 
night’s fiasco, I called on good friend and fellow psychopath Joe DeMattia 
to join me in the quest to sniff out some good music. Armed only with a beat 
up Camaro and a bag of marijuana, we drove off. 

For those of you who don’t know already, C/Z is the other label from 
Seattle, and is best known for their Teriyaki Asthma compilation series. 
Arriving late, we missed Nubbin, the opening act instead of Treepeople that 
night, but we saw Porn Orchard do an unmemorable set. The singer/bassist 
at times sounded and looked like Jerry Lewis after having his teeth straight¬ 
ened. 

Next, Gnome surprised the hell out of me. Tight harmonies, really 
melodic hard rock/power pop, a lot like Redd Kross gone grunge. The lead 
singer could have passed for one of the McDonald brothers - he even made 
a comment about the Bay City Rollers, for Chrissake! Pretty groovy. 
Ilammerbox, however, was the band I was most interested in seeing, and 
ultimately was the band that left the greatest impression on me as well. 
Shifting from pop and country roots into loud, heavy, grunge pop without 
batting an eyelash, Ilammerbox provided a unique yet powerful backbeat for 
lead vocalist Carrie Akre to let loose and sing her heart out, while twisting 
and gyrating as the music possessed her. Although the only song I was 
familiar with came off the latest volume of Teriyaki Asthma, this didn’t stop 
me from realizing how original and talented they were. Their album would 
be a welcome addition to my record collection, no doubt. Afterwards, 
Hammerbox’s guitarist sat down next to me and said, “They sure smoke a lot 
more pot at the clubs in New York than they do in Seattle.” Guess he didn’t 


realize that despite my normal (Hah!) appearance that I was stoned out of 
my gourd. 

Which brings us to the all-female quartet Seven Year Bitch. I heard minor 
similarities in their sound to Hole and L7, and they were also on par with 
those bands musically. My pal Joe especially dug the lead singer, commenting 
on what a zany gal she was, striking poses and shrieking like a lunatic about 
past encounters with the opposite sex, among other things. The band played 
a short yet powerful set, ending with “Lorna,” off their first single. Too bad 
they didn’t play longer - hopefully Seven Year Bitch will find success without 
losing the integrity that many bands practically throw out the window when 
they sign on the dotted line for a major record conglomerate. Wednesday 
night was now a bad dream, and I went home feeling somewhat redeemed. 
There was still the Sub Pop show Saturday... 

June 19 

I was unable to go to the My Bloody Valentine, Superchunk, and Pave¬ 
ment show at The Ritz on Friday, due to the fact that I had to attend a UTV 
party at Siberia in Levittown, in gratitude of Rich Black letting me write for 
Long Island’s only outlet for music I can relate to, amongst the millions of 
other things he’s done for me. But enough kissing ass already... 

June 20 

I had to brace myself for the inevitable; the showcase for America’s best 
known independent was Saturday night at The City club on 43rd. What really 
pissed me off was the price they were charging to get in - fifteen bucks! 
Although I didn’t have to pay this ridiculous price, I was forced to shell out 
most of my hard earned cash for my pal Joe, who was nice enough to drive 
into Manhattan again. With the little money left, we grabbed a few quarts of 
malt liquor, got hammered, and ventured inside. 

We made it in on time to see Pond, a young and noisy power trio with a 
wailing bassplayer. Songwise, these guys are hard to pigeonhole, and with 
more experience, Pond can only expand on their originality and uniqueness. 
Rein Sanction was second, doing their Dinosaur Jr./Hendrix thing. They were 
interesting at first, but finally almost bored me to sleep. The Supersuckers 
didn’t fare much better; after hearing their T on Sub Pop, I thought these 
guys would kick ass, but even a lowly critic like me can be wrong sometimes. 
After playing a fast, loud, and dull set, the crowd seemed uninterested in 
what was going down. I believe it was at this point when I noticed a young 
lady go up to head Sub Popper Bruce Pavitt, handing him a tape and press 
kit for some band she was promoting. In response, Bruce nonchalantly 
walked over to the area where we were sitting, left the tape on a window 
ledge, and walked away. I thought he should have just refused it, rather than 
giving the girl that tiny glimmer of false hope. Uncool. 

Trying to forget what I just saw, I focused my attention on Green Magnet 
School, a Massachusetts band I had really liked at the Toxic Shock Records 
showcase at Maxwell’s a couple of years back. These guys were heavily noise- 
based, and played intensely, owing more than a nod to Sonic Youth, but 
having their own identity. This set gave me hope that this evening wouldn’t 
be so bad after all, and I was right. Big Chief, led by ex-Necros screamer 
Barry Henssler, played their Detroit based Black Sabbath-like rock with a 
vengeance, mixing tunes from their new album with older stuff, standouts 
being “Desert Jam” and “Chrome Helmet” from their monster Singles Club 
T. Unfortunately they only played like five songs, but I dug it anyway. 

Last but definitely not least, the soon to be legendary Dwarves took the 
stage, breathing fire and spewing beer at the brave few who chose to stand 
at the front of the stage. For any of you other lowly critics who insist rock is 
dead, see these freaks when you get a chance, and eat fucking crow. With the 
addition of a second guitarist, Blag and friends ripped through all their hits 
in record time, giving you your money’s worth in fifteen minutes. Original 
guitarist He Who Can Not Be Named (yes, that’s his name!) lost his diaper 
in the middle of playing, forcing a bouncer to wrap him with a towel in effort 
to cover his jewels - but the towel fell off too! Eventually, he was forced to 
put the diaper back on for the rest of the set, which was cut short when one 
of the Supersuckers jumped on stage, running into Vadge Moore’s kit, as 
whole band tried to destroy anything they could get their hands on. If that 
wasn’t enough, Blag came out with fireworks, lit them, and tossed them to 
the now dispersing crowd, leaving a select few, myself included, to kick them 
around. I live for shows like this. As far as Bruce Pavitt goes. I’ll forgive you 
this time, but don’t let it happen again! 

How can I summarize this madness? I had fun, got drunk, met some nice 
people from different parts of the country, and most importantly, I got in for 
free! I’m beginning to like these silly festivals more and more. Okay, maybe 
I whined a little bit, but there were slight inconveniences, nothing more. 
Besides, I have more important things to think about, like catching my worst 
enemy and beating the living crap out of him. I’ll leave you with this: 
Opinions are like assholes - everybody has one, and they usually stink. See ya! 
-JK ■ 
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360’s “Supernatural” (Link Records, 121 West 27th St., Suite 401, New York, 
NY 10001). 360’s are from salem, Massachusetts, and vocalist Audrey Clark 
is a Wiccan (witch) - they’re good, mixing in lots o’ feedback, thick guitar, and 
a 60’s feel. The forceful “Dead 1970” I would say is my favorite track, but I 
also enjoyed losing myself in the ethereal “Speaks Through Water,” though 
the majority of the record leans to Sonic Youth style noise. A cover of Syd 
Barrett’s “Long Gone” is noteworthy, as is the production by Sean Slade. 
(CD) -RB 

The Accused “Splatter Rock” (Nastymix Records, 800 Tower Building, Seventh 
and Olive, Seattle, WA 980101-1919). Hey kids, the splatterhead boys are back, 
and, well, the gimmick is still alive. I’m convinced that splatter rock is just a 
category created to lure in morbid gothic girls dressed in black to your gigs. 
Accused really sound more like a hardcore band with metal riffs thrown in. At 
least these guys don’t take themselves seriously enough to burn upside down 
crosses into their foreheads like some other goofball death metal bands. (CD) 
—GG 

Atomic 61 “Heartworm” ($6 from Box Dog Sound, POB 6909, Seattle, WA 
98109. Checks payable to Jeff Smith). Hey, this is pretty cool! Six songs, done 
in rowdy, breakneck Seattle grunge style. Good guitar work, lots of attitude, 
and some very thick prominent low end production. Dialogue samples 
between the tracks are an added bonus. Highly recommended for fans of the 
“Seattle” thing. (10 n ) -RB 

Babyland “Reality” “Under” b/w “Smorw-Toh” ($5 from Flipside Records, 
POB 60790, Pasadena, CA 91116). “Reality” starts off innocently with a dance 


beat, the bass crawls closer, then all mosh/slam hell breaks loose! “Under” is 
noisy nonstop slam, then “Smorw-Toh” (read it backwards) is “industrial” that 
crosses several different musical lines, from hardcore, to dance, to electronic 
noise. Babyland has a future as promising as their lyrics are bleak - this is 
what people mean when they use the term “cutting edge”! Highly recommend¬ 
ed. (12") -RB 

Barbie Complex (Barbie Complex, 191 Baltic St., Brooklyn, NY 11201). Wow, 
some of these female fronted bands are so goddamned intense I can’t get over 
it! Ali Rogers’voice takes the music to a whole other level. My fave tunes are 
“Can’t Buy It” and “Taken In.” 

The Barflys “Luigi” ($1 from The Barflys, 2 Carman's Blvd., Massapequa, NY 
11758). Okay, so this is Jim Voigt (a.k.a. Slim Crank) from The Cranks’ new 
project; on this one, he uses the name Dugan. It’s sounds sorta like The 
Replacements, but better, and the songs seem to have more developed hooks 
than I remember the Cranks material having. I especially liked “Thinkin”’, 
which immediately caught my attention, with Dugan’s whispering vocals and 
catchy pop hooks. Other songs include a cover of The Clash’s “Janie Jones” 
and “Everything’s So Much Better With Beer.” The production is no non¬ 
sense, but suits the material fine. Ya might like it, and it’s a steal at a buck! 
(cassette) -RB I’d like to see this band billed with Glue Gun ’cause that would 
be one happening gig. (cassette) -GG 

Belle Skye ($5 from Fist Records/Belle Skye, 131 Fairmont Ave., Hackensack, NJ 
07601). I expected Belle Skye to be “part of the problem,” i.e., a “big hair” 
band playing bad rock n’ roll, but I’m happy to report that I’m wrong. Yeah, 
they play rock n’ roll, but it’s pretty good-, guitarist/vocalist Caren Belle plays 
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fat, raw, blues based guitar licks that give Belle Skye a fresh sound. Some of 
the lyrics are pretty funny, too. “Exotic Pet,” for instance, is directed toward 
a leeching ex-boyfriend: “Heard your message on the telephone / like to have 
you back, but the bank account’s a little low.” A very ballsy production, the 
duet style singing of Caren and Elena, and lyric writing from a female 
perspective make this trio an example of rock n’ roll not having to be stagnant 
or boring, (cassette) -RB 

Bliss “Pork N’ Cockin’” ($3 from Chris Purcell, c/o Self Rising Records, 224 
Elizabeth St., Athens, GA 90601). Bliss has a variety of styles, ranging from the 
not as fierce as Sandy Duncan’s Eye “Vulgaris,” to the mildly Fishwife style 
“Lenin.” The lyric’s are kinda silly, but I like William Low’s melodic and 
catchy vocals. Four songs. (7") -RB 

Chris Connelly “Phenobarb Bam-Ba-Lam” (Wax Trax Records, 1659 N. Damen 
Ave., Chicago, IL 60647). Wow! If you’re only familiar with Chris’ work as an 
evil henchmen of A1 Jourgenson’s Ministry and Revolting Cocks, you’ll be 
surprised Connelly actually has some musical talent, and Phenobarb... resem¬ 
bles a Beatles album, in that all the songs are smooth and melodic. Once you 
hear this, you’ll understand why Connelly went solo. Guess he got bored of 
screaming “So What.” (cassette) -RB 

Chroineomen “Sit And Spin” ($12.50 from DeFacto Records, 9 Horse Hollow 
Rd., Locust Valley, NY11560. Please make checks payable to Douglas W. Craig). 
Some pretty mean industrial, much more of the metallic blast/sandpaper vocal 
element more than dance. The lyrics are funny, the music is literally noise, 
and qualifies as one of the most twisted things we’ve gotten so far. The song 
“Piledriver” uses every synonym for penis I can think of - childish, but funny. 
Other songs are “Chicken Boy,” “Murder And Mutilation,” and “Monkey.” 
I was shocked that they were from Long Island! (CD) -RB 

Cows “Cunning Stunts” (Amphetamine Reptile Records, 2541 Nicollet Ave. So., 
Minneapolis, MN 55404). Yeah! These yahoos are it, man. Noisy pissed off 
tales of freaks, murderous hitchhikers, and cross dressing the dog are just a 
few of the gems on Cows fourth and most impressive full length release. 
“Mine”rocks heavy with guest appearances by David Livingstone of God 
Bullies and the Haze himself, as vocalist Shannon Selberg rants about not 
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giving up anything he can get his hands on to any of you commie scum who 
like to share. Also noteworthy is Cow’s rendition of the theme from the cult 
classic “Midnight Cowboy” and “Two Little Pigs”, where some guy picks up 
a girl who’s thumbing it on the highway, has sex with her, then bites the big 
one when she plunges a knife into him - taught the sucker a lesson, eh? 
guaranteed to offend the uninitiated, Cunning Stunts is nothing short of being 
an aural mural of degeneracy that only certain worldly people may be able to 
relate to. I think it fucking rules, (cassette) -JK 

Dirt Clod Fight “Everything That Isn’t” ($7 from Flipside Records, POB 60790, 
Pasadena, CA 91116). I am drawn to this record the way someone could be 
drawn to a car accident where someone was decapitated. Vocalist Phil 
Merwin, echoing a Birthday Party era Nick Cave, hiccups and shrieks his way 
through a psychological exorcism, where violence, personal barriers, and God 
are running themes. The musical production is somewhat subdued, creating 
a foreboding punk undertow. I am drawn to it in a dark way. (LP) -RB 


East River Pipe “Axl Or Iggy” b/w “Helmet On” ($2 from F. M. Cornog, c/o 
Hell Gate, POB 6053, Astoria, NY 11106). F. M. Cornog, a.k.a. East River 
Pipe, is a man on a mission. He’s released three previous cassettes on his own, 
including “I Used To Be Kid Colgate,” where the song “Axl Or Iggy” first 
appeared. Like most of East River Pipe I’ve heard, the music on these two 
offerings is quiet, brooding and somewhat introspective; “Helmet On” may 
deal with someone’s internal struggle with homosexuality. I think F. M. 
Cornog may be slightly down, but that’s what makes him happy. Something 
different for mature listeners. (7”) -RB 

Enormous Richard “Enormous Richard Answers All Your Questions” 
(EnormousRichard, 2115 Marconi, St. Louis, MO 63110-3107). This wasn’t too 
bad, and some of it was pretty funny. Enormous Richard are a country band 
with accordion and wiseass lyrics. They sometimes sound like The Dead 
Milkmen, and I found myself liking it much more than I had anticipated. I 
don’t know how much this CD costs, so write to ’em to find out. They also put 
out the ’zine Popular Dickhead. (CD) -RB 


Floorshow “Reactionary” (Floorshow do Holligan Management, POB 8722, 
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Syosset, NY 11791). Floorshow have a lot of potential, and this cassette proves 
that. However, their songs branch into every genre of alternative music 
imaginable, making it impossible to tell which is the “real” side of the band. 
I think they should be less concerned about mainstream consumption, and be 
themselves instead. Overall, it’s a decent effort, (cassette) -GG 


Ave., Jersey City, NJ 07306. Checks payable to Patrick Colon). This tape has a 
slick production and doesn’t lack energy. Vocalist Noli Novak’s voice claws it’s 
way beneath your skin and stays there. The music actually reminds me a little 
of Smashing Pumpkins, and I feel this is a tape you must give a listen to. Eight 
songs, (cassette) -GG 


Foetus In Excelsis Corruptus Deluxe “Male” (Big Cat Records, Radio City 
Station, POB 855, New York, NY 101021-0855). Live Foetus, recorded at 
CBGB’s by Jim and an all-star band that includes members of Swans, Hugo 
Largo, and Cop Shoot Cop. Many faves - “Butterfly Potion,” “I’ll Meet You 
In Poland Baby,” and “Free James Brown,” to name a few. Live, Foetus 
sounds more oppressive and muscular, with the emphasis being on the songs’ 
ability to pack a wallop rather than studio technique. Tad’s “Behemoth” is 
also covered. A good sampling of what Foetus is about (CD) -RB 

Fudge Tunnel “Fudgecake” (Pigboy Records, 231 Portobello Rd., London, Wll 
1LT 071 792 9791). A re-release of stuff done before Earache’s Hate Songs In 
E Minor. Noisy as hell guitar and a ferocious punk attitude make it a worth¬ 
while listen. My personal favorite is “Best Friend’s Wife,” with the chorus, “I 
had sex with her!” Nihilism to the max. (cassette) -RB 

Garden Variety “Hedge” ($3 from Mint Tone Records, 161-26 Crossbay Blvd., 
Suite 150, Howard Beach, NY 11414). Amidst the Long Island “alternative” 
(puke) scene in recent years, not much from our area was worthy to be 
offered to the rest of America. It’s not that the bands are totally bad, but 
‘many of them are lacking in originality, power, emotion, INTELLIGENCE, 
or all of the above. Valley Stream’s Garden Variety are a rare exception, as 
. the band is strong in all the fore mentioned categories! Picture Soul Asylum 
during their Made To Be Broken period, hanging out with Jawbreaker at the 
'Dischord house. Get the idea? These three tunes unleash new sounds that I’ve 
never heard from Long Island before, and if these guys don’t make it out of 
here, I’ll blame it on those other “alternative” (puke) bands for being so damn 
. dull and scaring the rest of America away from bands like Garden Variety, as 
* well as other fledgling bands that show potential. Get this EP immediately ! 
:(7")-jk 

Glue Gun “Stuck You” ($6 from Glue Factory Productions, 28 H2 Laidlaw 


Greenhouse Effect “Going Ligit” (Rock City Productions, 1415 Main St., Suite 
720, Worcester, MA 01609). A thinking person’s kind of band with punkish 
appeal. I was surprised to find out the band was actually the duo effort of 
Clark “Shark” Hagins and Rick “Ted” Carmody. This was cool, and won’t 
bore you. (cassette) -RB 

The Grey Spikes “Songs For Nobody” (Vital Gesture Records, POB 46100, Los 
Angeles, CA 90046). Some new material that sounds pretty live. This T is more 
raw edged, but similar in style to their “Sex And Hate” cassette. The Grey 
Spikes are a cross between Black Flag and Social Distortion. They are worth 
checking out. (' T ) -RB 

Hammerhead “Load King” b/w “Slumberyard” (Amphetamine Reptile Records, 
2541 Nicollet Ave. So., Minneapolis, MN 55404). This is Hammerhead’s second 
limited edition release from Amphetamine land, their first being a\ 7" disc 
featuring art by ex-Replacements drummer Chris Mars. This time the vinyl’s 
plain grey, but the fierceness still remains. “Load King” cranks some serious 
noise/fuzz, and “Slumberyard” takes you through several freaky changes until 
the song meets its melodic (?) end. Unfortunately you were only able to get 
this while the band was on tour, but maybe I’ll sell ya mine for $100... yeah, 
right. (7") -JK 

James SL James “An Electric Tiger” ($5 from Metamorphic Studios, POB 191, 
Pierson, MI 49339). Twelve tunes featuring a whole lotta guitar - sorta like a 
country style Hendrix. Some of the production is faulty, but his heart’s in the 
right place, (cassette) -RB 

Jerry Giddens “The Devil’s Front Door” (Doctor Dream Records, 841 W. 
Collins, Orange, CA 92667). The opening track (also my favorite) “I Can’t This 
Time” features clean, strong vocals, and guitar that almost sounds like Mark 
Knopfler did the honors.There is a country influence, and I’ll bet Mr. Giddens 
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is a fan of James Taylor. Respectable, not what I’m into, but I think more 
mature listeners would appreciate it. (CD) -RB 

The Juicemen “Downtime” ($7 from Bolt Records, POB 1759, Port Chester, NY 
10579. Checks payable to Chris Hackett). The Juicemen are a fresh, aggressive 
pop band that favor a heartfelt approach to good songwriting over any kind 
of “formula.” “Lift” kicks off Downtime with George Faulkner’s almost bitter 
vocals and a pulse of a rhythm led by the gritty guitar of Chris Hackett. A 
diversity of sounds abound, from the frantic wah wah interludes on “White,” 
to the tense and moody vox and guitar work on “Falling.” Very, very good. 
Seven songs, produced by Sean Slade. (CD) -RB 

Kode IV “Insane” (KKICargo Records, POB 9055, La Jolla, CA 90238-9055). 
A full length techno dancefest! Very accessible, Kode IV is close to house 
music, but that is their charm. Samples of movies, strange keyboard lines, and 
good thumping dance beats will keep any club crowd gyrating till the wee 
hours of the morning. If ya like to boogie, I recommend it. (CD) -RB 

Lycia “Ionia” ($8 cassette/$14 CD from Projekt Records, POB 1591, Garden 
Grove, CA 92642-1591). Probably some of the most atmospheric, darkest, goth 
I’ve ever heard. Mike Van Portfleet, the only member in this band, whispers 
songs of alienation, lust, and sin, caught in a whirlwind of echo and keyboards. 
I really enjoyed the fact that keys were the main instrument here (for a 
change!), and I’ll be damned if I didn’t find myself humming “Ionia”! 
Genuinely innovative, rather than being a rehash of Bauhaus or Sisters. Highly 
recommended for serious goth fans. (cassette/CD) -RB 

Mind Over Matter (Wreck Age Records, 451 W. Broadway, 2N, New York, NY 
10012). Hailing from Long Island, (Lindenhurst, to be exact). Mind Over 
Matter’s socio-political lyrics reaffirm my belief that some of the bands from 
around here are actually willing to address the problems and hypocrisies in 
our society today. The only gripe that I have with this EP is the musical 
content; Side one and Side two were recorded eight months apart at different 
studios. The sound quality on the first side is not as good as on the second, 
and the music is generic hardcore/metal that I’ve heard too many times 
before. On the other hand, the second side was recorded earlier this year by 
Don Fury (Helmet, Lunachicks, Quicksand) and kicks ass... leaning more 


toward the metal side, while capturing an anger and aggression reminiscent 
of The Rollins Band and later Black Flag LPs without being too derivative. I 
hope they continue to progress in the direction of the second side, but who 
am I to say - I’m just a critic, y’know? (7") -JK 

Napalm Death “Utopia Banished” (Relativity Records, 137-07 Henderson Ave., 
Hollis, NY 10012). Quite similar to Harmony Corruption, but with vocals 
regressing to the Scum days. Very pukey sounding - it’s what you’d expect 
from Napalm Death. The formula hasn’t changed much, (cassette) -GG 

Necracedia “Now I See Clearly” (Wreck Age Records, 451 Broadway 2N, New 
York, NY 10012). Hardcore by musicians that tend to be observant of the 
world around us, Now I See Clearly takes a stab at the uncaring population of 
planet earth. I enjoyed listening to it, and it’s a worthwhile investment. Raw 
energy and musicianship suck you in! (LP) -GG 

Nova Mob “Shoot Your Way To Freedom” b/w “Ballad No. Nineteen” 
(Tontine Records, 106 W. 49th St., Minneapolis, MN 55409). Grant Hart, 
former drummer for Husker Du, sings and plays guitar in Nova Mob, his new 
three piece. “Shoot..” is catchy uptempo rock, whereas “Ballad No. Nineteen” 
is slower with buried vocals and noisy, layered guitar. A limited pressing on 
bubble gum vinyl with handmade jackets. (7") -RB 

O Yuki Conjugate “Peyote” ($6 cassette! $14 CD from Projekt Records, POB 
1591, Garden Grove, CA 92642-1591). You don’t have to ingest peyote to feel 
the effect of this release! Serene keyboards layered over mesmerizing tribal 
percussion, no real vocals, but I think a chant here or there. It sounds very 
legitimate, and definitely could put you in a different state of awareness. 
Carlos Costanada and Don Juan would be proud. (cassette/CD) -RB 

Persona Grata ($2 from Persona Grata, 81-22 170th St., Jamaica, NY 11492). 
Persona Grata have a quasi “alternative” retro rock sound that would be 
considered new music 25 years ago. Pat hickey’s vocals are backed by a band 
that are tight and somewhat spontaneous, and sometimes remind me of the 
improvisional days of the 60’s rock. The grass roots sound of the recording 
adds to the effect, (cassette) -GG 
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Pig “A Stroll In The Pork” (Concrete/Cargo Records, POB 9055, La Jolla, CA 
90238-9055). Pig sounds a bit like Foetus, with prominent drums, a forceful 
rhythmic undertow, and “Gee, I just swallowed some broken glass, so I feel 
like singing” vocals. Picture Alice Cooper’s “Hello, Hooray” (which there are 
two versions of here) played by crazed industrial rock n’ rollers, and you have 
the sound, different. (CD) -RB 

Sea Monster “Sea Monster Sighted!” ($8 from Ed Skinner, POB 526, Freeport, 
NY11520). The “official bootleg” of one of New York’s best unsigned bands! 
Sea Monster sounds like a dance Sex Pistols doing horror soundtracks, and it’s 
live at CBGB’s, with pretty good recording quality. Although at times the 
music is flawed, the band’s charisma overpowers any minute shortcomings. 
Hear vocalist Arthur Stevenson taunt the NYPD as they force the band to 
end the show; celebrate in the debauchery of “Sex God Chant” and “Cowboy 
Song,” about a serial killer whose “victims have always been cowboys.” The 
tape has eleven songs on it, and includes “Sex Puppet,” “That’s All,” and “Sex 
Under Water,” to name some. Honestly, it just kicks my ass - buy it now, 
because it my be hard to find (it took me four friggin* years!). Sea Monster 
will also have a CD out soon; watch for it! (cassette) -RB 

Shit For Brains ($3 from Chump Records, 34 Marlon Lane, Happauge, NY 
11788). The Grateful Dead have a loyal following of Deadheads, while SFB 
claim to have a loyal following of Shitheads. I felt like a shithead for bother¬ 
ing to listen to this. “No Deposit, No Refund” opens this heaping red slab of... 
“Like Pavlov’s Dog” almost begs you to put this puppy out of its misery and 
smash it on your floor. Side 2 is a very Zappaesque improv - well, that’s what 
I’m assuming it was. So that was the general highlight - a waste of red vinyl... 
Yawn! (T) -GG 

Shudder To Think “Get Your Goat” (Dischord Records, 3819 Beecher St. NW, 
Washington, DC 20007). Shudder To Think’s third full length album is a 
masterpiece! Craig Wedren has a unique, powerful voice, and even sings 
acopella on “Rain Covered Cat” and “Funny.” The music is great too, kinda 
hardcore/kinda psychedelic, and I can dance to it. Songs such as “Shake Your 
Halo Down,” “Babydrop,” and “She Wears He-Harem,” make this a must for 
all. Don’t think twice about getting this or any other Shudder To Think 
record! (CD) -AS 


Skrew “Burning In Water, Drowning In Flame” (Metal Blade Records, 18659 
Ventura Blvd., Suite 311, Tarzana, CA 91356). First of all, you have to like a 
band that thanks “our families, for having the mercy not to eat us at birth.” 
Skrew was a lucky find; picture Skin Chamber without the Swans influence, 
then add weird noises, hip hop samples, and a pounding cover of “Sympathy 
For The Devil.” In addition, it was produced by Phil Owen (Revco), Paul 
barker, and someone named Alien Jourgenson, who also plays guitar. A very 
good hybrid of industrial and metal, and recommended for fans of both, 
(cassette) -RB 

Sloppy Wrenchbody “Obstacle” (Cargo/KK Records, POB 9055, La Jolla, 
90238-9055). More hip hop dance music - extended versions of the best song 
from the Pariah album. Kriss Kross it’s not, and hell, I’m thankful for that. If 
you like drudgey noise music, this won’t disappoint, for hip kids on the block. 
(CD) -GG 

Smiling Ape ($8 from Pat McKeever, c/o Smiling Ape, 103 W. Caracus Ave., 1st 
Floor, Hershey, PA 17033). It seems that this trio has put out two previous self- 
titled demos as well. Smiling Ape are pretty good, and have an exuberant 
punk (not hardcore!) style that includes flashes of jazz and pop. I enjoyed it 
- it’s funny. Fifteen songs, (cassette) -RB 

Stereotaxic Device ‘TOO Per Day Extinct” (KK/Cargo Records, POB 9055, La 
Jolla, CA 90238-9055). Industrial dealing with the subject of animal rights, and 
how, in the year 2020 there will be 8 billion humans - we are, in fact, 
becoming an infestation. It’s very dark sounding, and I really dug it because 
it left an evil feeling with me. “BPM” is pretty upbeat, with the singer 
screaming “Dance, motherfucker, dance!” There’s a lot of neat stuff going on 
too. way cool. (CD) -GG 

Swans “Love Of Life” (Sky Records, 6400 Atlantic Blvd., Suite 220, Norcross, 
GA 90071). I remember Swans - around the same time I was getting into Joy 
Division, someone turned me on to the Greed album, which I in turn used to 
play eight hours straight through at work to torture my co-workers. Anyway, 
I lost touch with Swans, but heard they had evolved into a style quite different 
from Greed. Love Of Life is what I’d thought it would be; almost medieval but 
accessible, subtle feedback, conversations between songs, and Michael Gira’s 


Suburban SuburbanSuburbanSubjunk 
(S 



send sase for catalog 


* 
4 
£ 
u 

3 

0 

Suburban Suburban Suburban Junkie Cfl 


SUBURBAN RECORDS 
P.0. BOX 32 
BOSTON, MA 02199 



& 


• PEWTER • CRYSTALS • SCULPTURE • BOOTS • HARLEY-DAVIDSON ACCESSORIES • 
SWIMWEAR • BELTS • LEATHER • STAGEWEAR • CLUBWEAR 

And Lots Of Stuff 

OVER 70 DIFFERENT TS 
TO CHOOSE FROM 



FREE (Absolutely) 

JACKET PIN or EARRINGS 
(w/This Ad) 

Open M-Sat. Noon to 10pm 
Sun. Noon to 6pm 


1448 Middle Country Rd. 

1/4 Mi. E. of Nicoll's Rd. 
736-6753 (Next to Cliff s Tattoo) 


Page 16 • Under the Volcano • Issue 9 
































































acid trip lyrics and low vocal range contrasting with the happy (?) overtone of 
the music. Very focused, very cohesive, very strange. There is beauty in it. 
(cassette) -RB 

The Thing “Austere Precautions” b/w “Dream Head” ($4 from Mint Tone 
Records, 161-26 Crossbay Blvd., Suite 150, Howard Beach, NY 11414). I have 
to admit that on first listen, I didn’t care too much for this 10". After second 
and third listens though, I like it a lot more, and understand my initial 
reaction. Both songs are echoing psychedelic grunge, sort of in the vein of 
Monster Magnet, which is the positive; “Dream Head” is a good song in this 
style. I felt “Austere Precautions” however, never established a smooth groove 
because of the many different rhythm changes. Not bad, but not as good as 
it could be. (10") -RB 

Unrest “Imperialf.f.r.r.” (No. 6/Teen Beat Records, POB 3306, New York, NY 
10185). Unrest plays artsy collegiate pop without hooks, and somehow draw 
you into the musical landscapes they paint with their instruments. Although 
the music at times may be ethereal and pretty, the lyrics evoke the darker 
sides of life, for instance, the lyrics from “June,” sung by ex-Velocity Girl 
Bridget Cross: “As you lay dying / morphine and ice cream / staining your 
sheets / confusing your mind / and it reminds me / they still get paid / when 
you die.” Fans of Beat Happening and other primitive pop fans will dig this... 
like me. (cassette) -JK 

Vampire Rodents “Premonition” ($11 from V. R. Productions, POB 36988, 
Phoenix, AZ 85067). “Babelchop” opens this CD with a cacophonous almost 
dance rhythm, including the lyrics “twenty-six contorted geese, defecate on 
dead police.” Horrific and original. “Babyface” uses samples from The 
Excorcist over a bassline that promises something awful will happen. Vampire 
Rodents’ sound ranges from The Orb-like soundtrack ambience to the 
discordant electronic irritation of “Burial At Sea,” which can be found on 
Chase’s industrial comp The Cyberflesh Conspiracy. The creepy deadpan 
/ranting vocals of Anton Rathausen, along with themes of death, dark 
spiritualism, and deviance make it weirder. Twenty-one tracks in all, and it 
comes with a lyric book. Check it out. (CD) -RB 

Various Artists “Guitarrorists” (No. 6 Records, POB 3306 New York, NY 
10185-0028). There are twenty six “guitar only” pieces on this CD, played by 
some of the most imitated and influential noise experimentalists I could 
imagine! The artists’ shunning of the “orthodox” approach to playing helps a 
lot here, as the tracks have a very full sound, despite the use of only a single 
type of instrument. Tons of cool players in this time capsule, including 
members of Sonic Youth, Helios Creed, J. Mascis, Steve Albini, and Tom 
Hazelmeyer, whose vibrating piece “Guitar Wank-Off #13” I liked the most. 
Those “big hair” bands should buy it and study! (CD) -RB 


Yuppicide (Wreck Age, 451 Broadway 2N, New York, NY 10012). We got this 



with all the other Wreck Age stuff mailed to us. What can I say? This is like 
a legendary 7", and some of my friends were amazed I hadn’t bought my own 
copy. Yuppicide is one of the coolest bands to come around for a long time. 
Order it so you don’t feel left out! (7") -GG 

Yuppicide “Fear Love” (Wreck Age, 451 Broadway 2N, New York, NY 10012). 
This is Yuppicide’s first full length LP, and it’s just great! My copy is getting 
so worn I’ll have to order the CD. After hearing Jesse Jones’ advice, I learned 
to love myself, because no one else will. I really like Yuppicide’s sarcastic 
lyrics, too. Everyone should own a copy of this album... seriously! (LP) -GG 

The Wolfgang Press “Queer” (4AD, 8533 Melrose Ave., Suite B, Los Angeles, 
CA 90069-5113). Velvet Underground’s deadpan vocal delivery meets Beauty 
Stab era ABC’s continental romanticism and aggressively trendy pop stylings. 
This record comes near to being great, with a very taught and tasteful produc¬ 
tion, occasional club dance beats, and a likable sense of humor. “Question Of 
Time” you’ve probably heard, “A Girl Like You” gets you in the mood, and 
a cover of Randy Newman’s “Mama Told Me Not To Come” is as good, if not 
better, than the original. Watch for ’em. (cassette) -RB 



jk (iwicana 

PHOTOGRAPHER 


1355 NEW YORK AVE., HUNTINGTON ST A., N.Y. 11746 


(516) 789-8865 




PAUL BENTO 

“It’s a Hard Life” 
4-song ep cassette 

$5 U.S./$6 Overseas. Check or money order 
made payable to Lee Greenfeld c/o Sound Views 
Records, 96 Henry St., Suite 5W(UV), Brooklyn, NY 11201 
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Poetry 


The Moth The Flame 

Caustic 
Corrosive 
Dying For Loving 
Emotion 

Does The Need Become Real 
Or Does The Deed Become 
Undeniable 

She’s Leaving The Border 
IVe Got To Go With Her 
Sing. 

Love Grail I 
Love Grail 
Beacon, Tower 
Cup Runneth Over 
The Celestial Banner 
Over Sky And Star 
Saving All Who Bend 
To It’s Charms 
Giving Completely 
Forgiving Forgetting 
All Crimes 
Adding Strength To 
Weak Souls And Limbs 
-Al King, Nesconset, NY 

Seeing You 
seeing her 
I see you 

seeing her 

I am reminded of you 
and my feelings 

seeing her 
I think of you 
and I wonder 
if I saw her 
or you 


Alaska 

Come taste my shadow 
little sister. 

The glacier palace will 
shelter 

us from awakening 

Dream my hunger 

share my prey 

the two - leggeds whisper 

We are the only ones left 

You - your teeth are not yet full 

Me - the survivor of many hunts 

Their traps have gobbled my foot 

Once our kind were as plentiful 

as the crystallized rock beds 

that concealed us 

from the hairless ones. 

I have seen what they 

have done to our sisters and brothers 

Weakening them 

Making them their playthings 

I have heard the thunder 

from their metal sticks 

We can never claim the moon again 

without their brutal echoes of ridicule 

Did you ever imagine it would 

be this desolate? 

Dream, little sister - taste my 
shadow - share my prey 
Dream of the others - your 
proud, grey mother, haunted 
silver eyes 

Dream of your father - the 
elder - strong, swift - 
powerful jaws 
Awaken little sister 
The moon is ours again. 

Give me your prey. 

Give me your dreams. 

-Diana Swan, Minneapolis, MN 


Mothers Day 

Happy Mothers Day, 

the junkie said to the wino on the corner 

The wino smiled back and said, 
what’s so happy about Mothers Day? 

The junkie said 

he was happy ’cause his mother died 
years ago and does not have to see him 
the way he is today. She would not be very 
happy today, 
he said. 

The wino said, 

my mother is alive today and she is very 
happy. She made over two hundred dollars 
and gave me a twenty-dollar bill and a 
bottle of Twister. I wished her a Happy 
Mothers Day. 

The junkie said, 

man, why don’t you let me have ten and 
I’ll pay you back next week. /* 

And the wino said, 

you crazy. For you there is no such thing 
as next week. Do you think I’m a fool? 

The junkie looked around, making a complete 
left and a complete right, and saw no one, 
so he put his reliable knife through the 
wino’s heart, taking the twenty dollars 
and the Twister, 
and told the dying wino: 

Now you’ll be gone for good, 
and your prostitute mother 
will not have to see you like this, 
and she will not have to share.her 
hard-earned cash with a bum like you. 


The Understudy 
on the stage I stand 
an actress beside me 
saying her lines 

when the actor arrives 
I exit the stage 
and watch the two perform 
saying the lines to myself 

when the actor leaves 
I step back onto the stage 
to comfort the actress 
until the next actor arrives 
-Paul Semel, W. Orange, NJ 


Three Brothers Happy Mothers Day, 

1. Cain you faggot, 

I admire your belief in yourself, the hurt you fucking punk, 

expression fixed in your face, like that in farms the junkie said. 

spent by plows. -Alberto O. Cappas, New York, NY 


2. Abel 

Like the preacher’s sons never forced to 
marry pregnant girlfriends, you are the exception, 
the forgiven. I never pray for you. 

3. Seth 

Yours a hard destiny as God’s stunt man, 
ever falling towards the earth and morals. 

-Rane Arroyo, Pittsburgh, PA 


Pulsebeats 

Grasshoppers on his face, 
cost of living spread on beds. 

Why? Too much bulk mail, 
mayonnaise being eaten sporadically. 
Outside, dogs stalk the streets 
carrying parts of people still 
dripping last night’s love cheese. 

And you talk of MTV. 

-Paul Weinman, Albany, NY 
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Classifieds 


100 per word, $5 minimum 


Guitarist wanted for hardcore/punk band. Into: 
Bad Religion, The Germs, Void, and early eighties 
hardcore. Must have attitude over ability. No metal 
please! Vinny (718) 848-7398. 

METAMORPIIIC STUDIOS! The best in 
underground music! P.O. Box 191, Pierson, MI 
49339. No bigots, Satanist, or pro censorship 
Greeks! S.A.S.E 

Video! Rare horror, sci-fi, music, concerts, gore, 
cartoons, Godzilla, Japanese monsters, hockey 
games and fights, classics, B, politics, gothic, and 
much more! Catalog $1.00, refundable. Brand new: 
Six hour LA 1992 Rodney King/riots video. The 
whole story. Hardcore footage! Interviews, 
newscasts on location! $25.00 check/m.o. to Steven 
Gallo, P.O. Box 1118M, Bay Shore, NY 11706. 
Free catalog with video. 

Caged anarchist gothic lord is prying back his skull 
for the masses. Into body piercing, scarification, 
LSD, rain, and everything obscure. Forage with me 
through the darkest growth of sin. Send me your 
sorrow. Feed me your pain. Thrill me... Jerod 
Goins, Arizona Slate Prison, POB B-88800, 
Florence, AZ 85232. 

Tons of info on deviance and the abnormal! Weird 
stuff, great for journalists, teachers, and authors. 
For a catalog of available bizarre subjects, send a 
SASE to: Scary Gary, POB 4527, Portland, OR 
97208. 

NEEDED: Input from people interested in vampire 
movies, vampire comic books, vampire original art, 
poems and music (gothic), vampire toys, vampire 
jewelry and clothes, vampires in the media, 
vampire trading cards, and a vauipiric way of life. 
We are also interested in buying, selling, trading, 
viewing and recieving all of the above. Write to: 
The Vampire Lovers, P.O. Box 660598, Miami 
Springs, FL 33266-0598. 

METAMORPIIIC STUDIOS, the exclusive home 
of James St. James, Metal Panties, Tabitha’s 
Lunatic, The deflated Love Dolls, and more! P.O. 
Box 191, Pierson, MI 49339. SASE. 

Intelligent female w/o prejudices is being sought as 
friend and companion and maybe more by 
experienced male punk. If you dig deep questions, 
exchanging affection, exploring the cosmos and 
being adventurous as well as punk rock, you may 
be the one for me. Only one way to find out: call 
Douny the Punk at (212) 666-0344 and let’s talk. 

Brian bids goodbye to Dave, Paul and any other 
Vicious Beatniks. So long guys, see you on the 
other side. You too, Rich. 


Attention DIYers! We want to help you distribute 
your musical creation. Currently, we are putting 
together a mail-order catalog. If you would like 
your material included, please send us an SASE 
for the details. Subjunk, P.O. Box 32, Boston, MA 
02199. All styles welcome! 

Laguna Moree new demo, only three bucks! Four 
goth-funk songs, featuring “Prescription Drugs” 
which was on WDRE’s Left Of Center show. Cash 
to: Ed Martinez, 370 Court St., Suite 101, 
Brooklyn, NY 11231. 

Vicious Beatniks 7"! Three pissed off punk tunes 
that may inspire a generation of Ted Bundys. 
Radio stations and ’zines, send a copy of your 
paper or letterhead for promo copies. Everyone 
else, send $3 for each to: Winged Disk Records, 
POB 236, Nesconset, NY 11767. 

FEED TIIE FIRE with new music! Self Rising 
Records catalog available for a SASE. Releases 
include vinyl, cassettes, and CDs from great local, 
regional, and national bands. Self Rising Records, 
224 Elizabeth St., Athens, GA 30601. 

Guitarist wanted: Competent, visionary type 
individual, age 21+ neede to complete tentative 
lineup. Ller preferred. Influences include Detroit 
hard rock, New York/Minneapolis/Chicago, noise, 
punk rock, underground literature, film, and life on 
the street itself. Write: Guitarist, POB 236, 
Nesconset, NY 11767. 

Torture Tech Overdrive - a limited vinyl only 
release featuring 10 Californian industrial bands, 
only $10. The Cyberflesh Conspiracy - CD only 
$12 ppd, featuring 16 bands, including Babyland, 
Sleep Chamber, and 16 Volt. The Cyberflesh 
Conspiracy T-Shirt - black X-large short sleeve are 
$12; black large or X-large longsleeve, $17. Shirts 
sport CD cover on front, centipede on back 
shoulder. Chase, 4545 Contour Blvd. #C, San 
Diego, CA, 92115. Make checks out to Chase. 

Forgiving Magdalene A brand spanking new 
apocolyptic symphony that’ll bring joy to the 
happiest of manic depressives. Throw awy your 
medication and get on our wonderfully miserable 
mailing list! G. Cybersplatter, 2702 Sipp Ave., 
Medford, NY 11763-2041. 

Tired of all the bullshit? Looking for an 
independant label who takes music seriously? Send 
a long SASE for free catalog to: METAMORPIIIC 
STUDIOS, P.O. Box 191, Pierson, MI 49339. 

Photos of Your Band or anything else! Live or for 
promotion. Good rates! Call (212) 533-9793. 
America’s Underbelly at its Best; Choice 


Underground Reprints, full spectrum, right/left 
wings, Anarchy, oddball opinion, information, 
theory, conspiracy, arts, sexuality, whacky humor, 
satire, comics. Send SASE for info: BLUE RYDER 
MAGAZINE, Box 587, Olean, NY 14760. 

Ready for the big time? A professional, 
experienced photographer may be just the thing 
your band needs! Photos are important in any 
promo kit, and I have the expertise, equipment, 
and desire to make you look good. Call Joe 
Mancino at 516/789-8865. 


Sea Monster Sighted! Join Sea Monster and Under 
The Volcano in celebrating the release of the new 
Sea Monster CD, Enduro, Bizarro, hit acto\ Record 
release parties Sunday, August 9th at Continental 
Divide, 25 3rd Ave. (at St. Mark’s) from 7pm- 
10pm. Giveaways galore! Also, on Friday, August 
14th at Industry in Island Park, SEA MONSTER 
WILL BE PLAYING LIVE! Come on down to both 
parties and have a blast! To be the first kid on 
your block to own Enduro, Bizarro, Intacto , mail * 
$12 (checks made out to Ed Skinner), to: Sea 
Monster, POB 526, Freeport, NY 11520. 


Congratulations Donny, on the end of the twelve > 
year chains! 


GREAT 

SEX! 

Just kidding - we used a cheap 
ploy to get your attention. What 
we really want to talk you about is 
advertising in Under The 
Volcano, the coolest ’zine in 
New York. Over 7000 free copies 
distributed, we’ve got a great 
readership, and now might be a 
good time to take advantage of us 
because we aren’t feeling “well”, 
and it might be easy to get a 
discount if you trick us into 
thinking you’re our friend 

For ad info, call Rich at: 

516 / 265 - 8227 . 
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From: 


Under the Volcano 


P.O. Box 236 


Nesconset, NY 11767 U.S.A. 


GARDEN VARIETY'S First 7" OUttlOWH 




the mint tone catalogue 

MINT 1c/1 ■ Situated Chaos Lp • out now $5.00 
produced by Tom Lyle(G.I.) 

MINT 2 - Functional Idiots "Toga Parly" 7" • out now$3.oo 

MINT 3 • Disemboweled Corpse "Black as the coals of hell" 7" • out now 13.(10 

MINT 4 - The Thing "Dreamhead/Austere Precautions" 10"- out now $4.00 

MINT5-Garden Variety “Hedge" 7"-out now $3.00 

MINT 6 - Scrogg "Honest to God/She said" 7" - out now $3.00 

MINT 7 - Her Fault "Her fault" 7" - out now $3.00 

add $1 dollar overseas mimmm 

all prices postpaid ftl mloiXa'chNYiuu wm-m 
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